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with a shrug of the shoulders.   " We are not in a position to
get rid of the journalists protected by Mackenzie."

William, a youthful Brigade Commander, is to manoeuvre
his Brigade, the Second Guards, near the Tegel ranges on
May agth. The Emperor receives a note from his son asking
if he would like the Second Guards to march through the
Park in the afternoon on their way to Berlin. He could take
the salute near the Palace. With a sad smile, Emperor
Frederick writes approval of William's suggestion. He
knows this will be his first and last review as Germany's
Supreme War-lord.

The favourite carriage waits at the door on the afternoon
of the zgth. Upright, in full uniform, helmeted, the Emperor
takes his place in the carriage. They take him to the end
of the box-tree avenue of the broad garden facade. The
Empress and his three daughters join him and wait by the
Imperial carriage. As they wait there, their sombre black
seems to strike a note of terrible prophecy in the brightness
of the sunlit garden. The unrelieved mourning gowns are
for the ' old Emperor.' They might be for the emaciated
Emperor who sits in the carriage with soldierly stiffness.
Perhaps he thinks this himself. In just seventeen days he
will lie in state in his coffin with flowers on his breast.

With moist eyes he is watching a growing cloud of dust
away down the avenue and listening to the crashing drums.
The black laquered Pickelhaubes flash out of the dustcloud.
The rigid dark blue column is swarming past. The Crown
Prince has turned aside and sits his horse behind his father.
The end of the column reaches the Imperial carriage.

With tears streaming down his cheeks, Emperor Frederick
grasps convulsively his eldest son's hand. Then he fumbles
for pad and pencil. ' Have been content and felt great joy/
says the note he hands to William.

From Tegel to Charlottenburg the Second Guards had sung
and joked. From Charlottenburg to Berlin, having seen the
Emperor's face, they march in deep silence; nor do they
want the bands.

Three days afterwards Emperor Frederick, with his family,